that an overworked clerk may save his soul in the super-
terrestrial sense, where the effort will be taken for the deed,
but she denied that he will ever explore the spiritual re-
sources of this world, will ever know the rarer joys of the
body, or attain to clear and passionate intercourse with his
fellows. Others had attacked the fabric of Society - Pro-
perty, Interest, etc.; she only fixed her eyes on a few human
beings, to see how, under present conditions, they could be
made happier. Doing good to humanity was useless: the
many-coloured efforts thereto spreading over the vast area
like films and resulting in a universal grey. To do good to one,
or, as in this case, to a few, was the utmost she dare hope for.
Between the idealists and the political economists, Mar-
garet had a bad time. Disagreeing elsewhere, they agreed
in disowning her, and in keeping the administration of the
millionaire's money in their own hands. The earnest girl
brought forward a scheme of 'personal supervision and
mutual help5, the effect of which was to alter poor people
until they became exactly like people who were not so poor.
The hostess pertinently remarked that she, as eldest son,
might surely rank among the millionaire's legatees. Mar-
garet weakly admitted the claim, and another claim was
at once set up by Helen, who declared that she,had been
the millionaire's housemaid for over forty years, overfed
and underpaid; was nothing to be done for her, so corpu-
lent and poor ? The millionaire then read out her last will
and testament, in which she left the whole of her fortune
to the Chancellor of the Exchequer. Then* she died. The
serious parts of the discussion had been of higher merit than
the playful - in a men's debate is the reverse more general?
- but the meeting broke up hilariously enough, and a
dozen happy ladies dispersed to their homes.
Helen and Margaret walked the earnest girl as far as
Battersea Bridge Station, arguing copiously all the way.
When she had gone they were conscious of an alleviation,
and of the great beauty of the evening. They turned back
towards Oakley Street. The lamps and the plane-trees,
following the line of the embankment, struck a note of
dignity that is rare in English cities. The seats, almost